TENNYSON  AND  THACKERAY
By LADY RITCHIE
You ask me what I can remember of your Path and of mine in early days. I seem to know more than actually remember. . . .
In looking over old letters and papers, I have foui very few mentions of the many actual meetings betwe< them, though again and again the Poet's name is quot< and recorded, nor can I recall the time when I did n hear it spoken of with trust and admiring regard. 1 this day we possess " The Day Dream," copied out frc beginning to end in my Father's writing.
He was about twenty years of age when one day, May 1832, he wrote down in his diary :
Kemble and Hallam sat here for an hour. Read article in Blackwood about A. Tennyson, abusing Hallam his essay in The Englishman.
Then again . . .
Kemble read me some very beautiful verses of Tennysoi And again:
Found that B. and I did not at all agree about Tennys< B.   is   a   clever   fellow   nevertheless,   and   makes  money magazine writing, in which I should much desire to follow example.
After my Father's marriage, when he was living Coram Street, Tennyson and FitzGerald both came see him there. In an old letter of my mother's s
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